THE IMPOSSIBLE FLIGHT                      47

The end of the runway leapt at them, and the machine
was not yet airborne. No chance to stop her now, . . .

Give her the gun, by God !

She ploughs on, gets her wheels off the ground, heads
dead at some trees with her throttles wide, and no man
on earth able to do any more.

Back on the airfield, spectators are screaming at the
impending tragedy.

And then she is over, her wheels cutting away boughs
from the treetops and spattering them far and wide as
she ploughs on. She won't rise, but there is no other
obstacle immediately in her path, She roars'away out of
sight, seeming to leap across the ground,

Sharp, at the controls, shakes the sweat out of his
eyes, and licks his lower lip. It is bleeding freely where
his teeth had gripped it.

Behind him, a child laughs with glee at the thought
of being really and truly up in an aeroplane.

Seventy-four passengers instead of her maximum of
twenty-one, and some of the worst flying country in the
world'to traverse before she can reach Indian soil And
then a landing to make, perhaps with the undercarriage
damaged by the brush through those trees.

Will she do it ?

Will she be spotted by some patrolling Japanese war-
plane, and fall like a partridge before a falcon ? Will bad
weather develop ? Sharp knows that even high wind would
be fatal. And this is a route notable for terrible storms.

Sharp got his machine safely to India, found an
aerodrome, and brought her down to a perfect landing,
after traversing some of the worst mountains in the world*

I can tell you the story, but I cannot tell you how he
did what could not be done.

His courage and faith achieved the impossible*